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One 


Author's Notes: 
The early days, my favorite time. 


1985 


Friday night at the Troubadour. We weren't playing. We couldn't get booked at the Troubadour, never mind in 
the prime weekend slots, but someday we would. Slash was sitting at the table with me and read my mind. He 


looked at the band up there on the stage and then he looked at me. 
"Someday," he said, sipping his whiskey and wincing. It always burned. 


"Yeah," | said, wanting to believe him, and mostly | did. But there was that seed of doubt in my mind, my step- 
father's words clanging in my head about what a loser and druggie | was, how nothing would ever work out, 
how sins infiltrated every aspect of a man's life and brought him down. | lowered my head, thinking about all 


the lashes with his belt that couldn't teach me that. 


"Nice hat," | said. Slash had stolen a top hat and it had these metal circle rings on it, it was pretty cool. 


"You like that?" he said, taking it off and placing it on my head. It slipped down over my eyes. | took it off and 
set it on the table. Slash patted it there like it was a pet. 


"C'mon," Slash said in his slow, cool kid way. He was standing up, putting his hat back on and tapping it in place 
over his thick curls. | shrugged and stood up and followed him past the bar to the narrow hall that lead to the 
bathrooms. We bypassed the disgusting men's room for the slightly less disgusting ladies’ room. Slash found a 


stall and motioned me inside. | knew what we were doing here. 


| scored," he said, removing a needle and a spoon from his pockets and a packet of white powder heroin from 
the waistband of his boxer shorts. My eyes widened. | wanted it. | wanted that hit, that fix, but | felt fear 
coursing through me with the desire. | could tell myself | wouldn't have a habit, but what if | wasn't strong 
enough to follow through? What if | drowned in heroin before | could do any of the shit | came here for? | 
shouldn't do it now, | knew that, but Slash was already cooking it up and | didn't think | could resist: 


"Okay," | said, giving in, giving up. | wouldn't get a habit. It would be just this one last time, once and for all. 


Slash was sitting on the toilet seat, concentrating on the little chemistry experiment he was creating in that 


blackened spoon. | was leaning against the wall of the stall and | held my arm out to him, underside exposed. 


"Ready?" he said, his eyes sparkling. | nodded and watched him tug his belt out of the loops while balancing the 
spoon in his lap. He set the works down on the back of the toilet and held my arm at the wrist, scanning 
quickly for a good vein. | liked the look of concentration in his eyes. He traced one of my veins with his 
fingertip and | shivered. He didn't notice as he tightened the belt around my bicep, making the vein pop. 


"Okay, hold still" he said, sucking up the heroin with his syringe, and then he angled it at my vein and shot it, 
pulling the belt loose and free at the same time. | closed my eyes and slumped slightly against the stall wall. 


The rush of pleasure was almost immediate. It was like a hundred orgasms. 
"Fuck," | hissed, feeling every pleasure center in my entire body light up like a Christmas tree. 


"You're welcome," Slash said, standing up and brushing my hair away from my forehead. | saw all the red 
strands out of the corner of my eye. He brushed my lips with his, and the white pulse of pleasure from the 
heroin made me not care that he was a guy, and that guys had hurt me in this way before. | put my arms 
around his neck, and my arms felt limp and weak and | could hardly stand if | wasn't holding onto him. | felt him 


kiss my neck and lightly bite at it, little nibbles that almost tickled. 
"My turn," he said, disentangling himself from me, and | slid further down the wall, unable to hold myself up. 
Through half lidded eyes | watched him cook up again and repeat the whole process, only this time into his own 


arm. 


We walked slowly back out to our table, and | felt the pleasure coursing though me, and the way my thoughts 


changed, each one making me smile. Slash smiled at me from under his hair, | couldn't see his eyes. His 
hairstyle kind of reminded me of Cousin It. | used to watch that show before my stepfather took the TV. 


away. 


"Hmmmmm," | said, wincing as a wave of nausea hit me. The nausea reminded me that | shouldn't have done 
this, and it was punishment to feel like | was going to puke green bile all over the table, because there was 


nothing else in my stomach. Every action had a consequence. 


"C'mon, Axl," Slash said, standing and weaving in place, blinking his eyes real slow. | closed my eyes, willing the 
nausea to pass, willing the pleasure to return. Fuck my stepfather. He wasn't here. He couldn't control me 


anymore. 


"Where? Why?" | just wanted to sit here and listen to the awful music and know in my head that | could do 
better, and that one day we'd pack this place. 


"Because | want you to come with me, okay?" he said, tugging on my arm. | let him pull me to my feet, and the 
nausea was going away. He pulled me outside, past the knot of people on the street, half of them under the 
age of lb, and down an alley, bricks on both sides of us. 


"Axl," he said, breathing my name, pushing me against the brick wall. | let him push me and hold my wrists up 
by my head and kiss me. When | was high | didn't care about the gay thing so much, and | was too numb to 


resist. 


| closed my eyes and felt his tongue snake its way into my mouth and | thought of times | had resisted, not 
with Slash but with other guys, starting that time | hitchhiked out to St. Louis. | moved my wrists in small 
circles in his grasp and | knew | was lying to myself, making a narrative that fit better with who | wanted to 
be, or who | was. | knew that kind of shit didn't start when | was IT and hitchhiking to LA. 


"Slash, stop," | said, but | knew he was too high to pay any attention to me, and he let go of one of my wrists 
and tugged on the button to my jeans. 


"Stop," but it was only a whisper now, and | felt the tears sliding down my cheeks. 


